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BEING EPISODES IN THE LIFE OF A MASTER ROGUE

"Sey," my brothcr-ln-law sald next
sprlng, "I'm slck ancl tlrcd of Lon¬
don! Lot's shoulder our wallets at
once, and I wlll to somo dlstant land,
whero no man doth iqe know."
"Mars or Mercury?" I lnqulrod; "for

ln'our own particular planet I'm afrnld
you'li find it Just a trlfle dlffluult for
Slr Charlos Vandrlft to hldo hls light
under a bushel."
"Oh. I'll matiage It," Chnrlos nnswer-

ed. "What'H the good of belng a mll-
llonalro, I should llko to know, lf
you're always obllged to 'behave as
slch'? I shall travel Incog. I'm dog-
tlred of belng doggcd by thoso endless
Imposters."
And, lndeed, we had passed through

a most palnful wlnter. Colonel Clay
had stopped away for somo months, lt
In true, und for my own part, I wlll
confess, slnco It wasn't my place to
pay tho plper. I rather mlssed tho
wonted excltemont than otherwlse.
llut Charles had grown horribly, ancl
morbldly susplclous. He carrled out
hls prlnclple of "distrustlng every-
body and dlsbellevlng everytblng," tlll
llfe was a burden to hlm. He spotted
ImposHible Colonel Clay under a thou¬
sand dlsgulses; ho was qulte convlnced
lro had frlghtencd hls enemy away at
least a dozen tlmes over beneath, the
vaf-ylng garb of a fat club walter, a
tall pollceman. a washer woman's boy,
a soldler's clerk, tho Bang of- Eng¬
land bcadlo, and tho collector of water
rates. He saw him as constantly. and
In as changeful forms, as mcdleval
salnts used to see tho devll. Amella
and I really began to fear for the
stabillty of that splendld Intellect; we
foresaw that unless tho Colonel Clay
nulsnnco could bo abated somehow
Charles mlght slnk by dogrees to the
mental level of a common or ordlnary
stock exchange plunger.

So. when my brother-ln-law an¬
nounced hls Intentlon of golng away
Incog to parts unknown, on the suc-
ceeding Saturday Amella and I felt a
flush of rellef from long contlnued
tenslon. Especially Amella, who was
not golng wlth hlm.
"For rest and qulet." he snld to us

at breakfnst. laylng down tho Morn¬
ing Post, "glve me the deck on an At¬
lantlc llner! No letters; no tele-
grams. No stoeks; no shares. No
Tlmes; no Saturday. I'm slck of these
papcrs!"
"Tho World ls too much wlth us," I

assented, cheerfully. 1 regret to say
nobody appreclated tlio polnt of my
quotatlon.
Charles took Inflnlte palns, I muBt

admlt, to Jnsure perfect secrecy. He
made me wrlte ancl secure tho best
statements.maln deck, amldshlps, un¬
der my name, for New York, on her
very next voyage. He spoke of hls
destlnatlon to nobody but Amelia; and
Amella warned Cesarlne, under palns
and penaltles, on no account to betray
lt to the other servants. Further to
secure hls Incog, Charles assumed the
style and tltle of Mr. Peter Porter, nnd
booked as such In the Etrurla at Liv-
erpool.
The day beforo startlng, however, he

went down with me to the city for an
lntervlew wlth his brokers in Adam's
court. Old Broad Street. Finglemore,
the senior partner, hastened. of course,
to recelve us. As we entered hls prl¬
vate room a good-looking young man
roso and lounged out, "Halloa. Fingle¬
more.*' Charles sald; "that's that scamp
of a brother of yours! I thought you
had shipped him off years and years
ago to Chlna?"

"So I dld, Slr Charles." Finglemore
answered. rubblng hls hands somewhat
nervously. "But he never went there.
Belng an ldle young dog. wlth a taste
for amusement. he got for tho tlme no
further than Parls. Slnce then he's
hung about a blt. here, there and every-
where, and done no particular good
for hlmself or hls family. But about
three or four years ago he somehow
'struck ile;' he went to South Afrlca.
poaching on your preserves, and now
he's back agaln.rlch, married, and
respectable. Hls wlfe, a nlce little
woman. has rcformed hlm. "Well, what
can I do for you thls morning?"

Charles has large interests ln Amerl-
ca ln Santa Fo and Topek*., and other
big concerns; and he inslsted on tak¬
lng out soveral documents and vouch-
crs connected ln varlous ways wlth
hls wldespread ventures there. He
meant to go, he sald, for eomplete rest
and change. on a general tour of prl¬
vate lnqulry.New York. Chlcago, Colo-
rado, the minlng dlstrlcts. It was a
mllllonalre's hollday. So he took al)
these valuables In a black japanned
dlspatch box, whlch he guarded like a
child, wlth absurd precautlons. He
never allowed that box out of hls
slght for one moment; and he gave
me no peace as to its safety and in-
tegrlty. lt was a perfect fetish.
"Wo must be cautlous," he sald.

"Sey, cautlous. Especially ln travel¬
lng. Recollect how that llttle curate
splrlted tho diamonds out of Amelia's
jewel case? I shall not let thls box
out of my slght. I shall stlck to lt
mysolf. lf we go to the bottom."
We dld not go to the bottom. It ls

the proud boast of the Cunard Com¬
pany that lt has "nevor lost a pas-
senger's llfe," and tho captaln would
not consent to send tho Etruria to
Davy Jones's locker merely ln order
to glve Charles a chance of stlcktng
to hls dlspatch box under trylng clr-
cumstances. On the contrary, we had
a delightful ancl uneventful passage,
and we found our fellow possengers
most agroeable people. Charles, as
Mr. Peter Porter, belng freed for the
moment from hls terror of Colonel
Clay, would have felt really happy.
I belteve, had lt not been for the dls¬
patch box. He mado friends from the
flrst hour (qulte after the fearless
fashlon of the days beforo Colonol Clay
had begun to embltter Ufe for-hlm)
wlth a nlce Amerlcan doctor and hls
charmlng wlfo, on thelr way back to
Kentucky. Dr. Elthu Quackenboss.
that was hls characterlstlcally Amerl¬
can name.had been studylng medlclne
for a year ln Vlenna, and was now
returnlng to hls natlve State wlth a
braln close crammed wlth the latest
bacterloltglcal and antlseptic dlscover-
les. Hls wlfe, a pretty and plquant
littlo Amerlcan, wlth a tlp-tllted nose
and the qualnt sharpness of her coun-
trywomen, amused Charles not a llttle.
The funny way ln whlch she would
make room for hlm bv her sldo on
the bench on deck, and say. wlth a
sweet smllo, "You slt rlght here, Mr*
Porter; thiv-sun's just elegant," dellght¬
ed and flattered hlm. He was proud
to find out that female attentlon was
not always due to hls wealth and tltle,
and that plaln Mr. Porter could com¬
mand on hls merlts the same amount of
blandtshments as Slr Charles Vandrlft.
the famous mllllonaire, on hls South
Afrlean celebrlty.
During the whole of that voyage lt

was Mrs. Quackenboss here, and Mrs.
Quackenboss there, and MrB. Quacken¬
boss the other place, tlll, for Amolla's
sako. I was glad she was not on board
to wltness lt. Long before wo sightetl
Sandy Hook, I wlll admlt, I was fatrly
slck of Charles's two strlnged harp.
Mrs. Quackonboss and tho dlspatch
box.

Mrs. Quackonboss, lt turned out, was
an amateur artlst, and sho palnted Slr
Charles, on calm days on deck, |n all
posslble nttttudes. She soemed to find
hlm a most attractivp model.
Tho doctor, too, was a preclous clev-

er fellow. He knew somethlng ot
chemlstry.ancl oC most other subjects,
Includlng, as I gathered, the human
character. For he talked to Charles
about varlous ldoas of hls, with whlah
bo wlsiied to "Uven up folks ln Ken¬
tucky a hlt," on hls return, tlll Charles
oonceived tho hlghost posslble regurd
for hls Intelllgence- and entorprtso.

"That's a go-ahead fellow, Sey!" ho
remarked to me one day. "Has tho
rlght sort of Srit ln hlm! Thoso
Amerlcans ari> the men, Wlsh I had
a round hundred of them op my works
ln South Afrlca!"
That Idea seenied to grow upon hlm

He was Imniensciy takon wlth lt. He

ad latoly dtsmlHHcd ono of hls chlef
iperlntcndents at tbo Cloetedorp
llne, nnd ho seriously debated wheth-
r or not ho should offer tho post to
10 smart Kcntucklan. Por my own
urt, I am lncllned to conncct thls fact
¦Uli hls expressed determlnatlon to
Islt lils South Afrlcan undertaklngs
.r three months ycarly In future, and
am drlvcn to nuspect ho felt llfo at
loetedorp would bo rendered much
lore toler'able by the agreoable socle-
y of a qualnt and umuslng Amerlcan
idy. f
"ir you offer lt to hlm," I sald, "re-
lember you muat dlsclOBO your per-
onallly."
"Not at all," Charles answered. "I
an keep It dark for the present, tlll
11 Is arranged for. I need aay I have
itercsts In South Africa."
So one mornlng, on deck. as we were
pprnnching the banks, he broacned
ls sehemo gently to the doctor and
Ith. Quackenboss. Ho remarked that
e was connectcd wlth one of tho blg-
est flna.iclal concerns ln the South-
rn Hemlsphere. and that he would pny
lllhu flfteen hundred a year to rcp-
esent hlm at the diggins.
"What, dollars?" the lady said,
mlllng and nccentuatlng the tlp tllt-
d nose a little more. "Oh, Mr. Por-
er. It ain't good enough!"
"No, pounds, my dear madam,"

Iharles responded. "Pounds sterllng,
ou- know. In Unlted ft'tates currency,
even thousand flve hundred.
"I guess Ellhu would Just Jump at

t." Mrs. Quackenboss replled, looklng
t hlm qulzzlcally.
Tlie doctor laughed.
"You mako a «ood bld, slr," he sald.

n his slow Amerlcan way, emphaslzlng
II the most Important words, "but
ou overlook one element, I. am a
nan of sclence, not a spcculator. 1
ave tralncd myself for medlcal- work,
t conslderuble cost, ln the best schools
f I.urope, and I do not propose to
llng away the results of much ardu-
us labor by throwlng myself out
lasttcally Into a new llne of work for

LfirV ^<z>^<3C?~ __*_?_?-2- __t?__>C?__rb_rM___f _i%^____^-__r-i _._>___.
s_ _/5__-__y '^<2J^e?.jrrjf:ke.£r

whlch my faculties may not, perhaps,
equally adapt me."
("How thoroughly Amerlcan!" I mur-

mured, ln the background.)
Charles Inslsted; all ln valn. Mrs.

Quackenboss was ImpreaBed. but the
doctor smlled a sphlnx-llke Bmlle, and
relterated hls bellef ln the unfltness
of rrrld stream as an ldeal place for
swapplng horses. The more he de-
cllned, and the better he talked, ,the
more eager Charles became each day
to secure hlm. And, as lf on purpose
to draw hlm on. the doctor each day
gavo inore and more surprlslng proofs
of hls practlcal abillttcs.

"I am not a speclallst," he sald. "I
Just ketch the drlft, approprlato the
kernel, and let the rest sllde."
He could do anythlng, lt really seem¬

ed, from shoeing a ntule to conductlng
a camp-meotlng; .1ms was a capltal
chemlst, a vory sound surgeon, a farr
judge of' horseflesh. a flrst-class
euchre player, and a pleaslng barl?
tone. When occaslon demanded he
could occupy a pulplt. He had lnvent-
ed a corkscrow whlch brought hlm a
small revenue; and he waa now'en-
gaged ln tho translatlon of a Pollsh
work on tho "Application of Hydro-
cyanic Acld to tho Cure of Leprosy."

Stlll, we reached New York wlth¬
out havlng got any .neavor our goal,
as regarded Dr. Quackenboss. He camo
to bld us good-by at tho quay, wlth
that sphlnx-llke- smllo stlll playlnE
upon hls featureB. Charles clutched
the dlspatch box wlth one hand, and
Mrs. Quaokenboss'a little palnv \vlth
the other.

"Don't tell us," he sald, "ttjls Is
good-b>'.forever!" And hls volco qulte
faltered.

"I guess so, Mr. Portor," the pretty
Amerlcan replled, wlth a.telllng glance,
"What hotel do'you patronlze?"
"Tho 'Murray HIU,'" Charles re-

sponded. '»v
"Oh, niy. ain't that odd?" Mrs. Quack¬

enboss. echood. "The 'Murray Hill!*
Whv. that's just where we're golng
to. Ellhu!" ..;¦¦"¦;.-¦
Tho upshot of whlch was that

Charles persuaded them, before re«
turnlng to Kentucky, tu dlvecge for

saw Mrs. Quackenboss draw back ln
-wonder. The hair looked too thlck
and close for nature. It ended abrupt-
ly. 1 now remember, wlth a sharp llno
on the forehead. Could thls, too, he a
wlg? It seemed very prabable.
Even as I thought that thought,

Charles .appeared to form a sudden and
resolute - determlnatlon. Wlth one
llghtnlng swoop he selzed the doctor's
hair In hls powerful hand, and trled
to 11ft lt off bodlly. He had mado a.
bad guess. Next lnstant the doctor
uttered a loud and terrifled howl ot
paln, -whlle several of hls halrs, root
and all, came out of his scalp ln
Charles's hand, leavlng a fow drops of
blood on tho skln of the head ln the
place they were tom from. There was
no doubt at all lt was not a wlg, but
the Kentucklan's natural hirsute cov-
ering.
The scene that ensuefl I am power-

leBS to descrlbe. My pen ls unequal to
lt. The doctor aroso, not so much
anger as astonlshed, whlto and. ln-
credulous,
"What did you do that for, any-

way?" he asked, glarlng flercely at my
brother-ln-law.

Charles was all abject npology. He
began by profusely expresslng hls re-
gret, and offerlng to mal^e any sult-
ablo reparatlon, monetary or otherwlse.
Then he revealed hls whole hand.
He admitted that he was Slr Charles
Vandrlft, the famous mllllonalre, and
thathe h,ad sufferod egregloualy from
theendless machlnattons of a cortaln
Colonel Clay, a machlavelllnn rogue,
who had hounded hlm relentlessly
round the capltals of Europe. Ho de-
sorjbed ln graphlc detall how- tho. 1m-
poster got hlmself up wlth wlga and
wax ao as to decelve even thosa who
knew hlm Intlmatelv, and then he
threw hlmself on Dr. Quackenboss's
mercy, as a mtin who had been cruelly
taken ln ao often that he coulrt not help
auspecting he beat -of'-rfion falsely.
Mrs. Quackenboss admitted lt was nat¬
ural to havo ausplclons.

"EBpecIally," she sald, wlth candor,
"aa you're not the flrst to observe
the' notable way Ellhu's hair seems
to orlglnate-from hls forehead,"-and

a few days wlth us to Lako Goorgo
and Lake Champlaln, whero hc hoped
to ovor-persuado tho recalcltrant dqc,
tor- U
To Lake Qeorge, therefore, we went,

nnd stopped nt tho excollont hotel at
the termlnus of the railway. Wo spent
a good deal of our tlmo on tho light
llttle steamere that ply between that
polnt and tho road to TIcondcroga.
Somehow, the mountalns mlrrored ln
tho deep water remlnded mo of Lu-
ccrne; and Lucerne remlnded me of
the llttle curate. For the first tlme
slnce wo left England a vaguo terror
solzed me. Could Ellhu Quackenboss
be Colonel Clay agaln. stlll dogglng
our steps through the opposlte contl¬
nent?

1 could not holp menttonlng my sus-
plclon to Charles.who, strango to say,
pooh-poohed lt He had been paylng
freat court to Mrs. Quackonboss that
ay, and was absurdly elated because

tho llttle Amerlcan had rapped hls
knttckles wlth her fan and callcd hlm
"a real stlly."
Next day, however, an odd thlng hap-

pened. We strolled out together, nll
four of us, along tho banks of the
lake. among woods Just carpeted with
strange. triangular flowers.trllllums.
Mrs. Quackenboss called them.and
llned with dellcato terns ln tha flrst
green of sprlngtlde.

I began to grow poetlcal. (I wrote
vcrses In my youth beforo I went to
South Afrlca.) We threw ourselves on
the grass, near a small mountain
stream that descended among mos_*
clad boulders from the steep woods
above us. The Kentucklnn flung hlm¬
self at full length on the sward, Just
In front of Charles. He had a strange
head of halr, very thlck and shaggy,
I don't know why. but, of a sudden, lt
remlnded me of the Mexlcan Seer,
whom we had learned to remember as
Colonel Clay's embodlment. At the
same moment the same thought seem-
cd to run through Charles's head: for,
strange to say, wlth a qulck lmpulse
hc leaned forward and examined lt. 1

sho pullcfl It up to show us. But
Ellhu hlmself sulked on In tho dumps
.hls dlgnlty was offondcd.

"If you wanted to know," he sald,
"you might as well have asked me,
Assault and battery ls not the rlfrht
way to test whethor n cltlzcn's hair
ls primltlvo or acqulrod.'1'

"It wns nn Impulsc," Charles plead-
ed: "an Instlnctlve lmpulse."

"CIvlllzetl man restralns hls lm-
pulseB," the doctor answered. "You
have llved too long ln Snuth Africa,
Mr. Porter.I mean Slr .Charles Van-
drift, lf thafs tbo rlght way to addresa
such a gentleman. You appear to havo
Imblbed tho habits nnd manners of the
Kafflrs you llved among."
For the next two days, I wlll really

admlt, Charles seemed moro wretched
than I could have belleved It posslblo
for hlm to be on somebody else'a ac¬
count. He posltlvely grovcled. '"The
fact was, he saw ho had hurt Dr.
Quackenboss's feellngs, and.much to
my surprlse.he seemed truly grleved
at It. If tho doctor would have ac-

cepted a thousand pounds down to
shako hands at once and forget the In-
cldent-^ln my oplnion Charles would
havo gladly pald It.

Indeed, he sald as much In other
¦words to the pretty Amerlcan.for he
could not Insult her by offerlng her
money. Mrs. Quackenboss did her
bost to make lt up, for sho was a
klndly little creature. ln splto of her
rougulshness: but Ellhu stood aloof.
Charles urged hlm still to go out to
South Africa. Increasing hls bait to
two thousand a year; yet the doctor
was lmmovable.

'Ts'o, no." he said. "I had half de-
clded to accept your olfer.tlll that
unfortunate Impi'V'e: but that settled
tho questlon. // an Amerlcan cltl-
zen. I decllne to become the represen-
tatlve of a Brltlsh nobleman who tnkes
such means of Investlgatlng questlons
which nffect the hair and happlness ot
hls fellow creatures.

I don't know whether Charles "was
most dlsappolnted at misslng the

chance of so clovor a superlntendent
for the mlne at Cloetedorp or elated
at the novol descrlptlon of hlmself as
"a British nobleman;" whlch Is not
preclsoly our Engllsh ldea of a colonial
knlghthood.
Three days later, accordlngly, the

Quackenbosses left the Lakeside Hotel.
We were bound on an expedltlon up
the lake ourselves, when tho pretty
llttle woman burst in wlth a dash to
tell us they wero leavlng. She was

charmlngly got up ln the neatost and
completest of Amorlcan travellng
dresses. Charles held her hand effec-
tlonately. ,

"I'm sorry It's good-by." he suld. "1
have dono my bost to securo your hu_-
band."
"You oouldn't have trled hardor than

I dld," the llttle woman answerod, and
tho tlp-tllted nose looked qulte pa-
thetic; "for I Just hate to be burled
rlght down there ln Kentucky! How¬
ever, Ellhu ls the sort of man a wo¬
man can nelther drlvo nor lead; so
wo'vo got to put up wlth hlm." And
she smlled upon us sweetly, and dls-
appearod forever. Charles was dlscon-
solate all that day. Noxt morning he
rose, ancl announcod hls lntontlon ot
setting out for tho Wost on hls tour
of lnspectlon, He would rocroato by
revellng ln Colorado sllvor lodes.
We packed our own portmanteaus,

for CharleH had not brought even
Simpson wlth hlm. and then wo pre-
pared to set out by tho morning train
for Saratoga.
Up tlll almost the last moment

Charlos nursed hls dlspatch box. But
as tho "baggago smashers' 'woro tak¬
lng. down our luggage, and a pham-
bormald was lounglng offlclously about
ln soarch of a tlp, ha lald lt down for
a second or two on the oentro table
whlle he colloctod hla other Immodlate
Impedlmonta.
Hp copldu't find hls' ctgnrottp caHo

and went baok to tho bedroom for lt>
I helped hlm hunt; but lt had dlsap-
peared mynter|ously, That moment
lost hlm. When we had found the-clg-
aratte ease and returned to tho sltting,
room.lo. nnd behald! tho dlspatch box
wns misslng! Charles quostlonod the

servants, but none of them had notle.d
It. He soarchcd round tho room.not
a trnce of lt anywhere.
"Wny, I lald It down here Just two

minutes ngo!" he crled. Uut lt was
not forthcomlng.

"It'll turn up In tlmo," I sald.
"Everything turns up In the end.In¬
cludlng Mrs. Quackenboss's nose."

"Seymour," sald my brothor-ln-law,
"your hllarlty Is lnopportune."
To say the truth, Charles was beslde

hlmself wlth anger. He took tho elo-
vator down to the "bureau," as they
call lt, and complalned to the manager.
Tho manager, a sharp faced New York-
er, smlled as ho remarked ln a nqn-clialant way that guosta wlth valuablos
were required to leave them ln chnrge
of tho management, In whlch case they
wero locked up In the safe and duly
returned to tho deposltor on leaving.
Charles declared somewhat excltedly
that he had been robbed, and demand-
ed that nobody should bo allowed to
leavo the hotel tlll tho dlspatch box
was dlscovered. The manager, qulte
cool and obtruslvely plcklng his teeth,
re.sponded that such tactlcs might be
posslblo In a -hotel of the European
size puttlng up a couple of hundred
guests or so, but that an Amerlcan
house. wlth over a thousand visitors
.many of whom came and went dally
.could not undertake such a qulxotlc
quest on behalf ot a slngle foreign
complalnant.
That eplthet, "foreign," stung

Charles to the qulck. No Engllshman
can admlt that he ls anywhere a for-
elgncr. "Do you know who am. slr7"
he asked, angrlly. "I am Slr Charles
Vandrlft. of I_ondon.a member of the
Encrlisli Parllament."
"You may be tho Prince of "Wales,"

the man answered, "for all I care,
You'll get the same treatment as any
one else ln Amorlca. But If you're Slr
Charles Vand.rlft," he -went on. cxam-
tnlng hls books, "how doe3 it come
you've reglstered aa Mr. Peter Porter?"

Charles grew rod wltli embarrass-
ment. Tho difflculty deepened.

The dlspatch box, always covered
wlth a leather case, hore on its Inner
lld the name "Slr Charlos Vandrlft, K.
C. M. G.," dlstinctly palntod ln the
orthodox whlte letters. Thls was a

pulnful contretemps; he had lost hls
prlceless documents; he had glven a
falso name, and he had renderod tho
manager supremely careless whether
or not ho recovered hls stolon proper¬
ty. Indeed. seelng he had reglstored
as Porter, and now "clalmed" as Van¬
drlft, tho managor hlntod ln pretty
plaln language he very much doubted
whether thero had ever been a dlspatch
box ln the matter at all, or whether,
lf thero wero one, It had ever coutain-
ed any valuablo documents.
We spont a wretched morning.

Charlos went round the hotel, qucstlon-
lng evorybody as to whether they had
seon hls dlspatch box. Most of tho
visitors resented the questlon ns a
porsonal Imputation; ono fiory Vlr-
glnlan, Indeed. wanted to settle tho
polnt then and thoro wlth a slx-shooior.
Charles telegraphod to New York to
prevont the shares and coupons from
belng negotlnted. but hls hrokors tele-
graphed back that, though they had
stopped tho numbers ns far as possl¬
ble, thoy dld so with reluctance, ns
they woro not awaro of Slr Charles
Vandrlft belng now ln tho country.
Charles declared ho wouldn't leavo tho
hotel tlll ho recoverod hls property;
and, for myself, I was lncllnod to sup¬
pose we would have to remnin thoro,
accordlngly, for tho term of our nat¬
ural llves.and longer.
That nlght agaln wo spont at the

"Lakosldo llotel," In the atnall hours
of the morning, ns I lay awake nnd
medltatod. a thought broke ncross me.
I was so exclted by lt that I roso ancl
rushod Into my brothor-ln-law'a bed-
room.

"Charles, Charlos!" I ejcdntmed, "W_
havo taken too much for grantoti once
more. Porhnps Ellhu Quabkenboss car¬
rled otf your dlspatch'box."
"You fool," Charles nnswerod, ln h|t

moat utiainlablo mnnner Ch.o applle.
that word to me wlth Incroaslng tt'v-
quency); "ls that what you'vo waketi
nio-up for? Way, tlie QuackepUossot

EPISODE
OF THE
JAPANESE
DISPATCH

BOX
NUMBER

IX
eft Lake George on Tuesday mornlng.
nnd I had the diapatch box ln my
»wn hands on Wednesday.
"Wo havo only thelr word for lt,"

t crled. "Perhaps they stopped on.
ind walked off wlth lt afterward!"
"We wlll Inqulrc to-morrow," Charles

inswered. "But I confess I don't thlnk
t was worth waklng me up for. 1
:ould stake my llfo on that little wo-
nan'a Integrlty."
Wo did inqulre next mornlng.wlth

[.hls curlous result: It turned out that,

\. _.. n_u by prevlous ebpyyltlons. I ex¬
pressed myself this timo wlth becom-
ing timldlty.
"Charles," Isuggested. "may we not

here agaln have been the alavos of a
preconccptlon? Wo thought Forbes-
Gas'-tcll waa Colonel Clay.for no bet¬
ter reason than becnuse he wore a
wlg. Wo thought Ellhu Quackenboss
wasn't Colonel Clay.for no better rea¬
son than because he dldn't wear one.
But how do we know hc ever wears
wlgs? Isn't It posslble, after all, that
those hlnts he gave us about make-up,
when he was Medhurst, the detectlve,
were framed on purpose, so as to mls-
lead and decelve us? Anel Isn't lt pos¬
alble that he sald of hls methods at
the Scamew's Island'that day was sim-
llarly dcslgncd ln order to hoodwlnlc
us?"
"That Is so obvlou.i, Sey," my broth-

er-ln-law observed, ln a most aggrleved
tone, "thnt I should have thought any
secretary worth his salt -would have
arrlved at lt lnstantly."

I abstaincd from remarking that
Charles hlmself had not arrlved at lt
even now, untll I told hlm. 1 thought
that to say so would serve no good
purpose. So I merely went on:

"Well, lt seems to me likely that
when he cnrae as Modhurst, wlth hls
hnlr cut short, he waa really wearlng
hls o-wn natural crop, ln Its slmplest
form and of Us natlve hue. By now it
lias had tlmo to grow long and bushy.
When he was Davld Granton, no
doubt. he cllpped it to an intermedlate
lcngth, trlmmed hls beard and mus-
tnche. and dyed them all red, to a flne
Scotch color. As the Seer. agaln, be
wore hls hair much the same as
Ellhu's: only. to suit the churncter.
more combed and fluffy. As the little
curate he darkened lt nnd plastered lt
down. As Von I.ebensteln he shavod
close; but cultivatid hls must.iche to
Its utniost dlmenslona, and flyed lt
black after the Tyrolese fashlon. He
need never have had a vrig; his own
natural <halr would throughout have
been sufficlent, allowlng for Intervals."
"You're rlght, Sey," my brother-ln-

law sald, growlng almost friendly. "I
wlll do you the justice to admlt tluu's
the nearest thlng we have yet struck
out to an Idea for tracklng hlm."
On the Saturday mornlng a letter ar¬

rlved whlch relleved us a littlo from our
momentary tenslon. It was from our
eneray hlmself.but most differont ln
ton* __r_m hls prevlous banterlng c-_t-
iiiu_J__iU.on:.

"BARATOGAv Frlday..Slr Charles
Vandrlft: Herowlth 1 return your dls-
patch box, lntact, wlth the papers un-
touched. As you will reaillly obaerve,
It hns not even been opened.
"You wlll ask me the reason for

thls strange conduct. Let me be seri¬
ous for once and tell you truthtully.
"'White Heatlier' and I (for I wlll

stlck to Mr. Wentworth's judlcious
sobriquet) came over on tho Etrurla
with you, Intencllng ns usual to make
somethlng out of you. We followed
you to Lake George.for I had 'forced.
a card," after my habltual plan. by In-
ditclng you to Invlte us, wlth the flxed
intention of playing a pnrtlcular trick
upon you. lt formed no part of our
orlglnal gamo to stenl your dlspatch.
nox; that I conslder a slmple and ele-
mentary trlck unwortliy the sklll of a
practlced operator. We perslstod ln.
the preparatlons for our coup tlll you
pulled my hnlr out. Then, to my great
surprlse, I saw you exhib.ted a degree
of regret and genuine compunctlon
wlth whlch, tlll that moment, I could.
ncvor hnve credlted you. You thought
you had hurt mv feellngs. and you
behaved more llke a gentleman than
I luul previously known you to ao.
You not only apologized, but you also
endcavored voluntarlly to make repara-
tlon. That produced an effect upon
mo. You may not believo lt. but I de-
sisted accordlngly from the trlck 1 had
preparccl for you.

"I might also have accepted your
offer to go to South Africa, where i
could soon have cleared out. havlng
embezzled thousands. But. then, 1
should havo been ln a posltlon of trust
and respon.iblllty.and I am not quite
rogue enough to rob you under those
condltiona.
"Whatever elsa I am, I am not a

hypocrlte. I do not pretend to be
anythlng moro than a common swind-
ler. If I return you your papers lntact
lt ia only on the same principle as

that ot" tlie Australlun bit.hranger, who
made a lady a presont o£ hor own
watch beeause she hnd sung to hlm
and remlnded hlm ot England. ln
other words, be did not tako it from
her. In like manner, when I found
you had behaved Cor once llke a gen-
tlenian, contrary to my expectations, 1
decllned to go on -wlth tho trlck I then
modltated. Which does not mean to
say that I mav not hereafter play
you some other. That wi depend upon
your future good beliavlor.
"Why, then. did I get 'White Heatli¬

er' to purloln your dlspatch box, wlth
lntent to return lt? Out of pure light-
ness of heart? Not so; but ln order
to let vou see I really meant It. If I
hnd gone off wlth no swag, and then
wrltton vou this letter, you -would not,
hnve belleved me. You would have
thought lt wns merely nmiher of my
fallure:.. But when I have actunlly
got nll your papers Into my hands. tuid
givo them up ucrain ot my own free
wlll. vou must see that I meant it.

"I will end ns T began, seriously. My
trade has not quite crushed out uf me
nll germs of rcllcs of better feellrg;
nnd when I see a mllllonalre behrve
llke a man I feel ashnmod to take ad-
vantitge of that gleam of riuinltnos..
"Yours, wlth a tlnge of penltence,

but stlll a rogue. ..'CtTTHBERT CI-AY."
The flrst thlng Charles dlil on recelv¬

lng thls stninge communlcatlon wa_.
to bolt downstalrs nnd lnqulre for tli*
dlspatch box. Tt hnd just. arrlved by
Kngle Express Company. Charles rush-
ed vp to our rooms aguln. opened lt
fevorlshly. and cou-ted hls documents.
When ha found them all .afe he turn¬
ed to mo with a hard sinlle.

"Thls-letter." he ..ald, with nulverlng
Ups, "I conslder still moro tnsultlng
thnn all hls prevlous ones."

But, for myself. I .i__U.' . thought
there was a rlng of truth about It,
Colonel Clny was a roguo,- no doubt.
a must unbluslilng roguo; but ev.n &
roguo, I belleve, has hls better rao«
ments,
And the phrase about tho "posltlon ot

tru«t and responslhlllty" touched
Charles to the quick. I -iippose, ln r«
tho slunip ln Cloetedorp Oolconda..
Though, to be sure, lt was a blt at nt*
iis well, ovor thu lt) por cent couunl.*
s'.on.

r

though tbe Qua.-_kenbosses hnd left tho
"Lakeslde Hotol" on Tuesday, it was
only for tho neighborlng Washlngton
House. whlch they qultted on Wednes¬
day morning, taklng the same train
for Suratoga whlch Charles and I had
Intended to go by. Mrs. Quackenboss
carrled a small brown paper pureel ln
her hands.ln which. under the eircum-
starices, we had llttle dlfficulty in
rocognlzing Charles'a dispatch box,
loosoly enveloped.
Then I knew how It was done. Tho

ehambormald, loltorlng about the room
for a tlp, was.Mrs. Quackenboss! tt
nceded but nn apron to transform her
pretty travellng dress Into a ehamber-
niald'a costumo; and ln any of those
hugo Amerlcan hotols one clinmber-
maid more or less would pass ln the
crowd wlthout fear of chatlenge,
"We wlll follow them on to Sarn-

toga," Charles crled. "Pay the bill nt
once, Seymour."

"Certalnly." I answered. "Y\111 you
glve mo somo money.
Charlos clnpped hls hand to hls poek-
"All. all tn tho dlspatch box," ho

murmnred.
That tied us up anothor day, tlll we

could get some ready cash from our
agents ln Now York; for tho manager,
nlreudy most susplclous. at tho change
of name nnd tho nccusatton of thett,
poromptorlly rofused to aecept Charles**
check, or anything elso, ns he phrnsod
wlgs? Isn't It posslble, after all, that
lt, except "hard money." So wo lln-
gerod on perCorce at Lake Georgo ln
tgnoble Inactlon.
"Of course," I ohserved to my broth-

or-in-law that evening, "Isllhu Quack¬
onboss was Colonel Clay."

"I suppose so," Cluirlea murmnred
roslgnedly. "Everybody I meot ae.ma
to bo Colonpl Clay nowitduvs.except
when "I bolleve they are, in whleh case

they turn out to bo harmles.. nobodles.
But who would havo thought it was
he aftor I pulled hls halr out? Or
after he porslsted ln hls trlck, even
when I siiHPectod hlm.whlch, ho told
us at Soldon, was agalnst hls flrst prln-
-Iples?" ,,

A lin-ht iliuvni*.! uoln mo atraln. But,


